A   FIRST   SIGHT   OF

TENNYSON

THERE is a reaction in the popular feeling about
Tennyson, and I am told that upon the young he
has lost his hold, which was like that of an octopus
upon us in my salad days. These revolutions in
taste do not trouble rne much ; they are inevitable
and they are not final. But those who " cannot
read " " Maud " and " In Memoriam " to-day must
take it on the word of a veteran that forty years ago
we, equally, could not help reading them. There
was a revolt against the tyranny now and then ; in
particular, after "The Loves of the Wrens" and
* Enoch Arden" a rather serious mutiny broke
out among Tennyson's admirers, but " Lucretius "
appeared and they were enslaved again.

It is strange to look back upon the unrestrained
panegyric which took the place of the higher criticism
of Tennyson in the closing years of the nineteenth
century. When a very clever man like the late Duke
of Argyll, a man of sober years, could say, without
being reproached, that Tennyson's blank verse in the
" Idylls" was sweeter and stronger than "the stately
march of Elizabethan English in its golden prime1';
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